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is no hell in the mediaeval sense, and Miss Sayers knows there
isn't, and I know there isn't, and nursery rhymes about it
are vieux jeu anyhow ! And all la Sayers can do is to jolt me
back to Wittenberg and attempt to convert me to mysticism
by force of argument.
July 25 Nouveaux Contes Scabreux, No. 7. This is a tale
Tuesday, of a rosy-cheeked schoolboy who turns his head to
the master flogging him and winningly remarks,
" Excuse me, sir, but this is pleasing me more than it is
hurting you 1 "
July 26          Lunched at the Ivy with Symons, who told me
Wednesday,    all about his new book.  Is anybody interested
in the four million pounds made by Lady
Oxford's grandfather ? Garn ! I gathered that
(a)  The man who could write " With rue my heart is laden "
was no poet.
(b)  Browning's entire intellectual content is summed up in
" My digestion's working to-day; therefore God's in
His heaven."
(c)  Lack   of   money   preventing   J.A.   from   disbursing
charitable sums, he exercises that virtue by being
unnecessarily kind to la Sayers, la Dodie Smith, and
le Morgan.
July 28 Not a single paper that I have seen has given any
Friday, hint of the quiddity of Morton Selten, the admirable
actor who died yesterday at the age of seventy-nine.
He was the embodiment of the vieux marcheur, frock-coated,
over-cuffed, Edwardian, the Minotaur past functioning, the
small spark in the old lecher's body about which nothing
continues to live except the eye. He was very fond of music,
and as recently as two years ago would stand in the crowd
throughout a Promenade Concert. Until I saw the announce-
ment in the Times I did not know that he lived twelve doors
from me. Had I known this I must have found occasion to pay
my respects, for I admired him very much.
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